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BORN TO NO MASTER, OF NO SECT ARE WE 
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EXTRACTS FROM A 
TOUR THROUGH PART OF THE ATLANTIC, 
IN THE SUMMER OF 1899. 
(CONCLUDED From PAGE 94.) 


‘Tur women are generally rather low in stature, 
with dark complexions, but gain a lively cast from 
most penetrating eyes and fine teeth, which, by 
the way, none of them forget to beautify. How- 
ever, you scarcely meet a Portuguese lady; they 
seldom go out, bat to mass, mattins or vespers, 
and are then so disguised in large hoods, that it 
would require a considerable eort of the imagin- 
ation to become enamoured of them. Literature 
is at a very low ebb amongst them, and they seek 
indifferent translations with avidity. 

The bright glory of the Spanish theatre had 
etlipsed the Portuguse wl en its shadow was com- 
p eted by the Castilian usurper, whose policy en- 
couraged Portuguese authors even to write in 
Spanish ; and since the Braganzan revolution, the 
drama has gradually declined, till, latterly, the 
opera has shamefully supplanted it as a fashionable 
amusement. 

On the 19th of June, we reluctantly left as beau- 
tifu' an island as any in the world, of which it may. 
be jvstly be said to be “one of those complete 
pro. pects, to which no ideal beauty can be added.’” 

‘the calms that so frequently occur in these 
mild latitudes, much protracted our avrival at St. 
Michael's, whither we were bound; but the vast 
ocean on which we floated, in itself a world of 
mighty wonders, afforded us infinite amusement. 
We to-< a considerable number of fine turtle of 
the hawk’s-bill species, which is hardly inferior to 


the green turtle, thatis so esteemed, from the West 


Indies. An epicure might have envied our volup- 
tuousness. Dolphins are very frequent here. 


They chase the flying-fish, which rise and take 
wing for several yards, and, in their terror, have 
been known to fly a quarter of a mile, like the 
witches of old, in the wind’s eye, to avoid their 
beautiful destroyers, which, in their turn, become 
aprey to the shark, and die more beauteous than 
the rainbow. It is remarkable, that if one ofa 
shoal 0° these spertive creatures be so hurt as to 
draw blood, he ts instantly devoured by the rest. 

An instance happened in our sight: the poor 
animal was struck by a javelin, when it seemed 
aware of its second fate, and darted from the shoal ; 
but being closely followed, it made a desperate 
spring from the water, and became their sacrifice. 
The voracious shark is here also of prodigious size 
and power; it seldom nears the ship, but when 
hungry, swallows any thing that comes in its way, 
turning on its side when it makes its horrid bite. 
The method used, with almost certain success, by 
the Indian divers, for the destruction of this ter- 
rific monster, is curious ;—they dive under the fish 
when it turns to make the bite. and stab it in the 
belly, where the wound is mortal. 

A fair wind sprang up, and on the Ist July we 
made St. Michael’s, but a change directly contra- 
ry, kept us till the Sd, when we anchored in the 
roads of the Ponta del Gado, the capital of this 
island, which is the chief of the Azores. 

The sea-aceustomed eye is sweetly relieved by 
the fertile appearance of St. Michael ; every point 
seems cultivated, and bears the charm of plenty. 
as the industry of its inhabitants is greater, so it 
surpasses in value all the other islands, and may 
be considered the granary of Lisbon. It is uearly 
one hundred miles in circumlerence ; contains one 


‘ 


city, five principal towns, fifty-four parishes, and 
avout eighty thousand inhabitants. It was twice 
invaded and pillaged by the English in the reign 
of Queen Elizabeth. The coast is very bold, and 
may be approached without fear in almost every 
art. Its military strength consists of 200 troops 
in the most deplorable and insubordinate state, 
with 6000 peasantry, whose arms are the pikes 
with which they drive the cattle; but over such a 
rabble, a handful of disciplined men would gain an 
immediate and decided vietory. 


The Ponta del Gado, or city, as they term it, 
like Funchall, looks exceedingly pleasant from the 
offing, and derives an air of dignity from the con- 
vents, which are numerous, and many of them 
considerable buildings ; but how lamentable is it 
to think they are the melancholy confinement of 
numberless charming, and, some of them, very 
accomplished worsen, imprisoned from the joys of 
domestic happiness by the authors of their being, 
in whom the powerful pleadings of nature have 
been parva h i and the prayers of their devoted 
ofspring disregarded.—Yes! avarice and vanity, 
that their sons may live in luxury, have operated 
thus powerfully on the degraded mind, and blunt- 
ed the feelings of a fathet.. How erroneous is the 
general received opinion, that their seclusion is at 
their own wish! From what I have myself learnt 
of them, and the many instances given of their ab- 
solute aversion to become the victims of a delusive 
faith, [am convinced thattwo thirds, at least, are 
under. the hard and direful necessity of obedience. 
I cannot avoid relating a notorious instance of this 
fact—it lately occurred a the convent Esperanza, 
and was the topie of general comversation at the 
Ponta del Gado when we lett it. 

‘Two young noviciates had evinced the strongest 
dislike and repugnance to take the veil—their in- 
human father persisted in his plan—-they prayed, 
they intreated their return to liberty, to their 
home, and to society ; but, when the monster found 
his sophistry and persuasion availed not, he had 
recourse to threats, and even insinuated that their 
lives would be endangered by their hesitating at 
the awful moment, when they were to pass an ir- 
revocable sentence on themselves forever !—The 
awful moment came-—they were unable to sup- 
port the torrent of their feelings, and sunk in woe 
unutterable, while the ceremony was, for the great- 
er part, performed, though they were insensible to 
all that passed. But to the sequel. The son, for 
whom the sacrifice was poh proved an out- 
law to every virtuous sentiment of duty and feel- 
ing; the penitence of the wretched father awakens 
compassion, and an involuntary tear startles at the 
altar of his contrition. 

It is not unfrequent for one of these agreeable 
girls to have a favourite, and carry on a lively cor- 
respondence, with all the endearments a Platonic 
attachment can admit; endeavouring to persuade 


themselves there is no barrier to the completion of 


an wishes; but, alas! the fatal vow too often 
‘Tecurs, palsies the throbbing heart, and marks a 
dejection on the countenance, that the languid 
flash of a beauteous eye cannot dissipate. ‘They 
evidently feel under restraint im the presence of 
Portuguese visitors, and as soon as they withdcaw, 
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forms and appearance, which is all I can speak to, 
their interiour regulations being mentioned with 
the utmost precaution and delicacy. ‘Their dress 
is a black habit, the hair cut close, and a sort of 
mob cap; the holy veil, which their trembling lips 
have kissed. falling back on their shoulders. ‘Their 
superiour, or lady abbess, is elected for a limited 
period, usually three years, and is then succeeded 
by another of the sisterhood. Great friendship 
and harmony seem to exist among them; they are 
acquainted with every proceeding in the neighbour 

hood, and some of them are even conversant with 
the politics of Europe. But, even in these gloomy 
walls where they are confined like malefactors in 
a dungeon, they derive at least one of the greatest 
benefits of the world, an education; and which, 
were they in the world, they would not receive ; 
for, strange as it may seem, even the daughters of 
the people of entailed property and independence, 
are, many of them, ignorant of their letters—yes! 
of their ABC ! 

There are two frieries in the city, of the Fran- 
ciscan and Dominican orders. The costume ol 
the former is a black habit, with a monstrous, 
white, broad-brimmed hat, a gird! and cross, and 
the hair shaved from the top of the skull. The 
Dominican is a white habit, with some dis- 
tinction that I could not ascer‘ain, having seen 
but one of the order, which is very much reduced 
in humber. However, we visited the Franciscans 
who are numerous; they received us very kindly, 
led us through their apartment, offered as wine, 
and shewed us their chapel, which is gaudy, but 
has an extremely good organ. Several of thei 
accompanied us on board the frigate, and entered 
with great glee and humour, into the merits of our 
wine, with.an apt partiality, forgetful of their 
inonkish tenets, for those of the most powerful 
quality. Under the influence of their own spirit 
they are very slothful, and have none of that lively 
interest in the manners of the day, that so strong! y 
marks the character of the sisterhood. In short, 
a sensation of disgust is inevitable at these torpid 
instances of ignorance and superstition; and 
whose ethics, moral principles, and habits of life, 
are by no means honourable. 
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BIOGRAPHY. 


FROM THE PORT FOLIO. 
LADY HAMILTON, 


Tus lady, who played so magnificent a part in the 
theatre of Europe, this modern Ariadne, who caught in 
her net the hero of Aboukir 


her career in the humble o 


and Trafalgar, commenced 
aployments of a nurse and 
waiter at an inn, libertine 


A young was the first 


to discover this treasure of charms. He drew the youth- 
ful Emma from obscurity, but abandoned her ina few 
months, and the unfortunate girl was very soon enlisted 


in the ranks of those miserable wretches, 


Qui, sur la fin du jour, 


De quartiers en quartiers colportent leur amour. 
Whilst she was in this occiipation, she sat to Romney 
> , 
the painter, in puris naiuralibus. From him she passed 
into the possession of a young Englishman, whom she 


conversation takes a new and sprightly turn. | "early ruincd by her extravagance. flis uncle, Sir Wil- 
They are refined, delicate and graceful; and | liam flamilton, then ambassador at Naples, interposed to 
should you present them with a token of friend- | break these disgraceful bonds ; but it was only to assume 
ship, they make handsome returns of fruits, pre- | them hinseif, in a more permanent manner. Le relicyec 
serves, and also artificial flowers, which ave made | the young lover both of his dcits and his miStress, and 
by themselves in great beauty and elegance. she became lady Hamilton. Here her splendid « 

The manners and customs of the convents do | commenced. The cvents of the war brought lord Ne! 
not. much ditier, at least in regard to their outward | son tu Naples, staggering under the lawels which be had 
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acginred. The bowers of beauty were not less propitious 
to his wishes, than the tented field and the vexed waves, 
Until this period we have seen nothing more than a beau- 
tiful woman, who sustained her march by smiles and 
blandishments ; but as soon as she had conquered the 
conqueror, she, who had never been cruel to any one, 
changed her character, and the cooing bird became an 
odious tury. When Nelson first arrived at Naples, she 
was not married, and the nobility of that city would not 
aliow her to be admitted into their society. She vowed 
to be revenged ; and she treasured up the contempt of 
the Napolitans, in the same manner as the infamous Col- 
lot d’Herbois remembered the hisses of the Lyonese. 
At the end of one of those rapid revolutions, which were 
then so common, Jord Nelson entered the port of Naples, 
the congueror of the city, but the slave of his passions, 
toa degree which has cast an indelible blot upon his 
na:zne, Without waiting for the return of the king, who 
was the only lawful judge to decide upon the conduct of 
some of the rebels, she made so fatal an use of the influ- 
ence she had obtained, as to bring her personal enemies, 
as she considered them, to the block or the haltar. From 
the yard-arm of a frigate she saw suspended an aged 
prince, and she is said to have remarked that nothing 
perfumed the air s0 well as the blood of a traitor. 

After this she led ier hero to Sicily, aud kept him en- 
gaged in a round of dissipation and vice. It was believed 
that Nelson had been transported to the enchanted isle of 
Calypso. It must be confessed that the hero cf Aboukir, 
transformed into a swain, does not appear very worthy 
of imitation, and that a Telemachus of forty-four years of 
age, deprived of an eye and an arm, is an object more 
disgustful than interesting. But while he was immersed 
in pleasures, his fleet was a prey to famine and disease. 
In vain did the rigid Trowbridge endeavour to tear him 
from the syren, who, more fortunate than Armida, de- 
tained him a willing prisoner to her charms. The min- 
istry recalled their ambassador, and Nelson in a fit of 
desperation, abandoned every thing. Without orders, 
he left his officers, his fleet and his army; and after ex- 
hibiting his mistress in several of the capitals of Europe, 
he returned to London to disgrace by his conduct the 
country, which he had honoured by his victories. His 
stay in the metropolis presents a course of conduct, which 
makes the heart bleed by the melancholy conviction, that 
so much greatness could be combined with so much lit- 
tleness. The intrigues of the mistress caused a double 
separation of husband and wife; and the ambassador 
manifested his resentment, by bequeathing all his prop- 
erty to his nephew. But the revenues of Nelson were 
under her command, and during his life her days passed 
in splendour and opulence. The moment that the battle 
of Trafalgar deprived her of this support, she became an 
object of universal contempt. Her creditors threw her 
into prison, from which place she was extricated by the 
benevolence of a magistrate. She then passed over to 
Calais, where she was arrested )y disease, and the wo- 
man who had seen Naples and Palermo at her feet, ended 
her days in misery, neglected and forgotten. 

We cannot say of her memoirs, which have been pub- 
lished, that they present only a bust. She is drawn at 
full length ; she stands before the public as she was ex- 
posed to the ees of Romney, without any concealment. 
But we hope no one will ever imitate the artist in select- 
ing her as a model. 








DRAMATIC DEPARTMENT. — 


BOSTON ‘THEATRE. 


wish aeenenn There grows 
In my most ill-compos'd affection such 
-? stanchless Avarict, that, were I King, 
J should cut off the nobles for their lands —Suax. 


lv will not be-contended, we presume, that the right, 
v hich the , ublic possess of animadverting upon the gen- 
eral management .of the theatre, is extended to the 
privilege of censuring any atrocious injustice of mana- 
gers towards their company. That gross illiberality and 
uppression, therefoF&, which operates to such an extent, 
ws to prevent the appearance of histrionic genius among 





BOSTON WEEKLY MAGAZINE. 


us, or which drives talent from our boards after it has 
engaged our regard, should be met by the public with the 
most unequivocal disapprobation. We are not only in. 
cited to this by the interest, which we ali have in the 
character and qualifications of the company which we 
patronize, but likewise by those universally binding prin- 
ciples of humanity, that teach us to “succour the dis- 
tressed.” Among the almost innumerable instances of 
that misconduct of managers, which we shall hereafter 
speak of more at large, there is none to which these ob- 
servations so forcibly apply, as to the extortion which 
performers of all descriptions are compelled to suffer in 
the single article of benefits. Upon this subject, we have 
in a former paper made a few observations, and we shall 
now, after correcting some mis-statements in those re- 
marks, that operated in favour of the managers, pursue 
the subject a little farther. 

In the Magazine of the first inst. we gave the managers 
credit for charging but four hundred dollars for the gctual 
expenses of the theatre; and observed at the sarfic time, 
that the only exception to this rule was in favour of the 
late Mrs. Moore. By recurring to the Magazine of the 
26th of October last, we find that we had given ti.e mana- 
gers more credit for their /iberality than they deserved. 
We originally asserted, that $450 were deducted from the 
actual receipts at that lady’s benefit, presuming that the 
same charge was made on that, as at all former Lenefits. 
In this it seems we were misinformed, the managers having, 
as we were desired to state by them, very generously con- 
sented to charge jut four hundred dollars, as the actual 
receipts were but three hundred and seventy. This cor- 
rection was made at the request of the managers, who 
thus acknowledged that though but $400 were charged 
Mrs. Moore, $450 was the usual sum which they géneral- 
ly claimed when the awards of even handed justice were 
not mitigated by that milk of human kindness, of whi¢hythey 
are well known to possess a most abundant quantity, 
though there are but very few, that to our knowledge, 
have succeeded in “ milking the cow.” 

In one of the mercantile papers of the 11th inst. we ob- 
served a theatrical notice—that the managers had in com- 
pliance with the wishes of the public, and in consequence of 
the theatre’s being almost deserted, S?c. &c. consented to re- 
duce the usuai charge for the expenses of the house, to three 
hundred and fifty dollars oly, which would be deducted at 
Mrs. Wheatley’s ensuing benefit. This information we 
have no doubt is authentic, for we presume from the pe- 
culiarity of the style, that the puff was penned by the 
managers themselves, the concluding part containing an 
assertion, that none was ever known publicly to make but 
themselves, viz. that the public ought to acknowledge 
their justice and diberality. 

Whether they were moved to this measure of retrench- 
ment by the fact above acknowledged, tiat the theatre 
had become almost deserted,or whether the challenge which 
we had given the preceding Saturday, to produce their 
vouchers for their charge of Four hundred and fifty dollars 
had caused a revision of their accounts, we shali not un- 
dertake to determine ;—but we shall now see into what 
an odious degree of criminality their unlucky confession 
has involved them. 

Now from these concessions, we are compelled to draw 
the following conclusions : 

That for these ten or twelve years past, during which, 
we believe, one or the other of the present managers have 
been in possession of the theatre, they have, according to 
their own acknowledgment, and in contempt of every dic- 
tate of justice, generosity, and humanity, been in the con- 
stant habit, of which thereis but one exception upon record, 
of charging One Hundred and Fifiy Dollars more, at every 
benefit than, according to the paragraph a!luded to, they 
have at length been compelled to acknowledge were the 
actual expenses of their house ! 

The managers have, as we have already observed, been 
in possession of the theatre these ten or twelve years 

ast,—we will say, to be moderate, ten years. There are 
in each year, upon a very moderate average, about ten ben- 
efits, exclusive of the nights appropriated to auxiliary per- 
formers, or Stars. Now let us multiply One hundred and 


Jfiy dollars, (thesum charged, for these ten years past above _ 


the actual expenses) by fen,—the number of benefits an- 
nually—and we shall have the enormous sum of Fifi 
Thousand Dollars wrang from a class in the commun 
proverbial for their destitute and unfriended situation. 

In this computation it will be perceived that we do not 
include the very comfortable gleanings which must have 
been made at the benefits of the various Stars that have 
appeared among us for these ten years past. 

It will readily occur to the reader that if in only this 
one instance of injustice and deception towards actors 
and the public, the spoils are worth at the least computa- 
tion the sum above mentioned—what must be the fruits of 
the whole system of management for 10 or 12 years past. 


This question is already answered in the well known 
fact, that the men alluded to have been raised by public 
indulgence and forbearance, from a state of eleemosy nary 
vagrancy, to affluence and office. 

We shall pursue this subject in our next. Zz. 







MISCELLANY. 


FOR THE BOSTON WEEKLY MAGAZINE, 





Messrs. Epirons, 


Some time since, wearied with the perplexing and vex. 
atious business of the day, I laid myself down to rest, 
and soon fell into a profound sleep. On that night, I had 
the following strange and remarkable dream, which I 
should not have remembered, was it not for its unaccount- 
able singularity. 

I dreamed that I was on a visit to the lower regions, 
and had for some time been employed in gratifying my 
curiosity concerning a place, about which so much is 
said, and so little known. Suddenly I heard some one 
exclaim, in accents of fatigue and vexation, “Pil lug 
this bundle of rubbish no farther ! which expression was 
accompanied by the fall of some heavy substance, which 
rattled as it fell. On turning round I beheld one who ap- 
peared to be a devil of an inferiour grade, and who had 
just disencumbered his back of a bundle, which bursting 
as 't fell, contained, to my surprise, several hundreds of 
blunted razors. 1 turned to my conductor, and was 
about to ask the meaning of what I saw, when he pre- 
vented me by saying, “this devil is appciated to furnish a 
certain shaving-mill in the upper world with a constant 
supply ef razors, and to receive those which being worn 
out, are unfit for use. He, as you see, seems fatigued 
and vexed, and weil he may be so, for in addition to his 
task, which of itself is sufficiently arduous, he is at each 
Visit in the most distressing trepidation on account of his 
own tail and whiskers, as those whom he supplies have 
profited so abundantly by our instructions, and have ar- 
rived to so great a pitch of perfection in the art of shav- 
ing, that they will almost shave the very devils them- 
selves.” “I do not wish to be too inquisitive,” said I, 
“but are your establishments of this kind very nume- 
rous?” Indeed,” says he, * we have many of them, but 
none to be compared to the one of which I am speaking, 
for its regular, systematic and extensive method of shay- 
ing; nor would our master, although he is extremely 
partial to such institutions, permit the establishment of 
another of such magnitude, as the extra quantity of razors 
necessary, together with those now furnished, would put 
in requisition all the inhabitants of the lower regions to 
manufacture, and all its fires to temper them.’” 

I was here considerably startled by a confused sound 
of voices proceeding from a building at a small distance, 
which resembled a chapel, mingling with the clashing of 
cymbals, the grunting of bassoons, the squealing and. 
grumbling of organs, the snoring of serpents, and the 
monotonous rolling of kettle drums; but over all the 
loud, unmodulated cry of fire! fire! fire! fire! was the 
most predominant ; on inquiring, I learnt that a few hun- 
dreds of the most eminent musicians belonging to the 
lower regions, were performing a grand oratorio, and 
that all the tumult and uproar was nothing more, than the 
celebrated “ Brimstone Chorus,” 


* Then roll’d the rapture through the air around 
In ull the magic melody of sound.” 


My guide, who for a devil, I must acknowledge to have 
been remarkably obliging and attentive, now offered to 
shew me what he denominated “ the Infernal Museum ;” 
as Texpected this to be my last visit, I was unwilling to 
leave any thing worthy of note unexamined, therefore I 
accepted his offer with pleasure; but on entering I was 
surprised in seeing nuthing that promised either amuse- 
ment or information. I was greatly disappointed. Lead- 
ing me to a shelf on which stood a number of small black 
phials, on the table of which 1 was surprised to find many 
names, with which I was familiar. ‘In these,” said he, 
“are contained the souls of those, who at their first en- 
trance into the business of the world, set out with a deter- 
mination to amass a fortune at the expense of honour, 
honesty and conscience, regardless of the misfortunes 
they bring upon others, when by their ruin they may en- 
sure their own success. The bodies in which these were 
originally contained, are now toiling and moiling in the 
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world, having deposited their souls with us as security for 
the ample assistance we afford them in their schemes 


Just then the 
singers and shouters, together with their infernal accom- 
paniment of drums, trumpets, bassoons, oboes and ser- 
pents, swelled the “ Brimstone Chorus” to such an intol- 
erable height, that I awoke amidst the cry of fire! fire! 
fire! which still continuing, together with the ringing of 
the Old South, effectually roused me from my slumbers. 


of hard-hearted avarice and iniquity.” 


— aa 
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THE REFLECTOR Wo. XIII. 
Integer vite scelerisque purus, 
Non eget Mauri jaculis nec arcu. Horace. 

Wuorver critically examines the general conduct of 
mankind, must be surprised to perceive it so strongly 
marked with depravity, and grieved at finding so little 
sincerity in the world. It is a fact, a melancholy yet es- 
tablished fact, that most men are governed by no other 
principle than their own individual interest. While they 
avéw the most disinterested and friendly sentiments, a 
little observation will prove their pretentions to be as 
empty as the wind, their generosity as flecting as the 
morning cloud and earlydew. Actions, which are by no 
means the offspring of good motives, may be followed by 
beneficial consequences ; yet this by no means entitles the 
agent to our gratitude or applause. He must be judged 
by his intentions, and if these be not good, they can no 
more muke the ccnsequences praiseworthy, than a cor- 
rupt tree can produce good fruit. Weare so little accus- 
tomed to see pure and upright acts flowing from a con. 
genial source, that the union of the two excites in the 
mind a sentiment, almost amounting to veneration. From 
what cause does this depraved and selfish conduct flow ? 
Is there ne natural tie which binds mankind together, 
and inculeates the duty of labouring to promote each 
others happiness ? of neglecting no means of ameliorating 
the condition of an unfortunate fellow creature? Yes; 
though the ties of nature are powerfully felt in every 
breast, did we yield curselves to their controul, we should 
discharge in some measure the duties enjoined upon us 
by our Creator ; we should impart happiness to all around 
us, and find much of it reflected back upon ourselves. 
There seems to be an almost entire destitution of virtu- 
ous principles; none is ready to promote the advantage 
of another, except so far as his own shall be extended 
with it; when that ceases to be the case, his exertions 
are discontinued, or assume a contrary direction. In all 
our actions and motives, it is incumbent on us to consult 
the good of others; then, should we ‘sometimes err in 
the means, or fail of the desired end, we may console 
ourselves by the reflection, that our intentions were pure, 
and prosecuted with a becoming ardour, and those means 
employed, which, to our imperfect judgment promised 
couiplete success. 

Every one should be actuated by virtuous principles ; 
his conduct should be such as to mect the approbation of 
that internal moniter who whispers peace to the upright, 
but is not afraid to reproach the suspected tyrant with 
his crimes. Nature has implanted in every mind this 
good principle, as a rule by which to measure every ac. 
tion, a criterion of truth, a standard of merit.. He who 
neglects to avail himself of its benign infiuence, is like a 
Ship tossed upon the ocean, and destitute of a pilot to 
convey her in safety to her destined port. When actu- 
ated by pure motives, neither the fear of hatred, the dread 
of ridicule, nor the apprehension of injury, should prevent 
their accomplishment. These things may alarm the 
minds of the timid, or those who are mere novices in the 
school of virtue, but the man, in whose breast the seeds 
of rectitude are deeply rooted, will pursue his course of 
duty unmoved by them, as by the wind that whistles 
over his head. Me will recollect that he was not placed 
in this world merely an idle spectator of the passing 
scene, but that he has duties to perform, and that prom- 

ses are annexed to their faithful discharge; that the 
present consequences are to be disregarded by him, un- 
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der the expectation of that great reward, which is event- 
ually to be bestowed. Such are the sprifgs of acticn it 
the virtuous mind, such the consolations and hopes, which 
sustain it amidst every trial, which is induced by anin- 
flexible perseverance in the path of duty to which it is 
subjected. 


-—— + eo 


ANECDOTES OF THE CHINEFS¥E. 


I novent of a blind man in the street, says a traveller, 
a cornclix japonica, which had fine double white and red 
flowers. But by further observing it in my room, I found 
that the flowers were taken from another tree, and one 
calyx was so neatly fixed in the other with nails of bam- 
boo, that I should scarce have found it out if the flowers 
had not begun to wither. The tree itself had only buds, 
but no open flowers. I learned from this instance, that 
whoever would deal with the Chinese, must use his ut- 
most circumspection, and even then run the risk of being 
cheated. 

One of my countrymen who bought some chickens, 
the feathers of which were curiously curled, found ina 
few days time the feathers growing st:aight, and that the 
chickens were of the most common sort. The Chinese 
had curled the feathers like a wig, a little before he was 
going to sell them. 

This is an instance of a Chinese who spares neither 
time nor pains if he can only gain money, whether by 
fair or fraudulent means. 

Sometimes you think you have bought a capon, and 
you receive nothing but skin; all the rest has been scoop- 
ed out, and its place so ingeniously filled, that the de- 
ception cannot be discovered until the moment you are 
going to eat. 

The counterfeit hams of the Chinese are also curious. 
They are made of a piece of wood cut in the form of a 
ham, and coated over with a certain kind of earth, which 
is covered with hogs’ skin. The whole is so curiously 
prepared, that a knife is necessary to detect the fraud. 
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SINGULAR EXAMPLE OF FIGURATIVE EXPRESSION, 


“ We are happy,” said an Indian chief in concluding 
in behalf of his tribe, a peace with our progenitors, “ in 
having buried under ground the red axe, that has so of- 
ten been dyed in the blood of our brethren. Now in this 
fort we inter the axe, and plant the tree of peace. We 
plant a tree whose top will reach the sun ; and its branch- 
es spread abroad, so that it shall be seen afar off. May 
its growth never be stifled and choaked ; but may it shade 
both your country and ours with its leaves; let us make 
fast its roots, and extend them to the utmost of your col- 
onies. If the French should come to shake this tree, we 
should knew it by the motion of its roots reaching into 
our country. May the Great Spirit allow us to rest in 
tranquility upon our mats, and never again dig up the 
axe to cut down thie tree of peace! Let the earth be trod- 
den hard over it where it lies buried. Let a strong stream 
run ito the pit to wash the evil away out of our sight 
and remembrance. The fire, that had long burned in 
Albany, is extinguished. The bloody bed is washed 
clean, and the tears are wiped from our eyes. We now 
renew the covenant chain of friendship. Let it be kept 
bright and clean as silver, and not suffered to contract 
anyirust. Let not any one pull away his arm from it.” 
FE 
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SUMMARY OF NEWS. 


A misunderstanding has existed some time between 
Mr. Holman, the Manager of the Charlestdn theatre, and 
Mr. Caldwell, a performer. The vox populi, as usual, has 
taken sides with the performer; and on the 12th inst. it was 
determined to’bring the affair to a crisis. Accordingly, 
when the curtain rose, there were loud and reiterated 
calls for “the Manager !” and “Mr. Caldwell!’ At 
length the manager came forward, amidst hisses, hoot- 
ings and clapping, boldly vindicated his right to manage 
his own affairs his own way—denied the right of the au- 
dience to interfere in a personal dispute between him 
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and one of his company, and eventually declared, that 
« Mr. Caldwell should mt again appear on the boards.” 
This frank language was received with great indigna- 
tion, and Mr. Caldwell being called for, came into the 
pit, and addressed tlie audience, but begged that the 
play might procecd. The ladies were then requested to 
reure; and the destruction of the chandeliers, lamps, 
benches, and every thing but the scenery, commenced 
and was soon finished. ‘The city guard marched into the 
pit, but were soon compelled to retire over the orchestra, 
and rally behind the scenes; they then came forward 
with their muskets; but thei: appearance only added 
fuel to the fire; the lights were extinguished, and the 
works of destruction fimshed. No lives were lost. 





The Connecticut Asylum for the education of the 
Deaf and Dumb, is so far arranged, as to promise its 
opening about the middle of August next. 





An attempt to set fire to the town of Portsmouth was 
lately discovered by the barking of a dog. 





On Saturday morning last, at the Catholic Church in 
this town, the right reverend Bishop Cheverus conferred 
the holy order of Deacon of Mr. Dennis Ryan. 





A Panorama of the Great Battle of Waterloo, represent- 
ing a distinct view of Mount St. Jean, la Belle Alliance, 
the British and French armies, the respective situations of 
the Duke of Wellington and Bonaparte, &c. is now exhibit- 
ing at the Exchange Coffee-House. We understand the 
painting was executed by a young artist of this.town. 





We observe that the Handel and Haydn Society have 
anounced their intention to present to the public next 
weck, the whole of the celebrated Oratorios of the Messi- 
ah and the Creation. The music of these pieces is so 
difficult to read, and its performance requires such un- 
common power of voice, that neither of the pieces was 
ever attempted entire in any part of the continent of 
America. 


COMMUNICATION. 


Among the acts of the last session of the legislature, a 
law was passed for the due regulation of Licensed Houses. 
We have by no means to regret that the subject has been 
noticed by that body, as perhaps no subject more de- 
served their attention. The imerease of houses of this 
description for some time past, has been observed as a 
nuisance ; and it is to be lamented that it has not before 
been ammadverted upon. ‘The frequent temptation to in- 
dolence and intemperance, which they afford the younger 
branches of society particularly—the consequences which 
naturally result from them—and the public inconvenience, 
as well on the Sabath'as at other times, are sufficiently 
important to induce the proper authorities to see the ex- 
isting laws carried into execution; and we confidently 
hope there will be no dereliction of duty in this particu- 
lar; that in due time these haunts of vice and immorality 
may be effectually removed. Perhaps no vice within a 
few years has gained a greater ascendency over the mo- 
rals of the community, than habitual intemperance. As 
the Selectmen have published in the newspapers an ab- 
stract of the laws, it will afford an opportunity to those 
persons who: are within the description of confectioners, 
retailers, innholders, &c. so to regulate their establish- 
ments, as to produce a thorough reformation. The repu- 
tation which our town has hitherto sustained for its whole- 
some poiice, will be better guarded, and the temptation 
to vice be in me degree removed. B. 











MARRIAGES. 


In this town, Joshua Davis, jr. to Miss Mary Ann Crom- 
bie—Mr. Barnabas Wild, of Randolph, to Mrs. Susan 
Mott, of Hingham—Mr. W. C. Drummond, to Miss Ann 
Jane Henry, both of the Theatre—Mr. William Webb, of 
Portland, to Miss Betsey P. Arnold, of Weymouth—Mr 
Wiiliam Lovelock, to Mrs. Sarah Rice—Mr. Joseph R 
Albertson, to Mrs. Mary Jackson. 


DEATHS. 


In this town, Miss Nancy Welsh, aged 53—John Gore, 
Esq. aged 56—Mr. Richard Austin, aged 47—Richard 
Alsop, youngest child of Prancis J. Oliver, Esq.—Mrs 
Ann Whitlock Amory, wife of Rufus G. Amory, Esq 
aged 43—Mrs. Sarah Milton, aged 58. 

At Charlestown, Mr. John Newhall, age:l 24.—In New. 
bury, Mr. Benjamin Poor, aged 94. 

At Atkison, (N. H.) Mrs. Lydia, wife of Amos Dow, of 
this town, aged 26.—At Baltimore, Mr. Sampson S. White, , 
aged 28, formerly of this town.—At sea, Mr. William P. 
Winslow, son of Gen. John Winslow, of this town, aged 
29.—Drowned from on board the steam-boat from N. 
York to New London, Aaron Davis, Esq. of Roxbury, 
(Mass.) At New-Orleans, Capt. Caswell Beal, of .this 
town, aged 38, 

















POETRY. 





(ORIorNAt.) 
FOR THE BOSTON WEEKLY MAGAZINE. 
A BACHELOR’S EULOGY ON A MARRIED LIFE. 
Me; rims chaunteth in most delectable strains the happr- 

ness of a married life—makes a fiying leap at the sub- 
lime and beautiful—failing, gropes about in the mud, 
and there finding his own character, delineates the 
Same in a most masterly style. 

O asrrr state, thy joys have oft been sung, 

Thy pleasures dwell on many a raptur’d tongue, 

And many dream that in thy blest abode, 

Woman an angel is, and man a god ; 

Marriage is heaven below, a maxim true, 

Children, those dirty plagues, are blessings too. 

How sweet tie kisses of a yirtuous wife! 

Dear to a husband, dearer far than life ' 

Some married folks had rather kiss than eat, 

*Tis so divine, so ravishing, so sweet ! 

But kissing is a tale too often told, 

And when the cheek is wither’d, dry and old, 

Kt gives the burning lip a welcome dead and cold. 

A wife is sweet while she retains her charms, 

But when she round us throws her wither’d arms, 

When time has dimm’d the radiance of her eye, 

O! then at once the tender passions fly ; 

Love like a shadow flies, and in its room 

Remain but loathing, hate, disgust and gloom. 


Happy the man, surrounded with a herd 

Of squalling brats at his domestic board ! 
Happy indeed, if he has only one, 

Provided the sweet moppet is a son ; 

Too happy he, if he has half a seore, 

Enough to set his mansion in a roar ;— 
Confusion within doors, alarm without, 
Tumbles and bruises, racket, noise and rout! 
With many an other pleasant little item, 
Worthy of note, had I but time to write ’em. 


Happy the man, who sees his sons full grown, 

Of age, to venture in the world alone ; 

Rash, headstrong boys, what he has sav’d, to spend, 
And squander without mercy to the end ; 

The fond old fool sinking to dotage fast, 

Parts with his substance, willing to the last. 


Happy in wedlock’s fetters are the poor ! 

Though misery and want attend their door! 

Though, through the chinky walls, the winds around 
Rush in, and poverty and want abound ; 

Love o’er the nuptial couch extends its wing, 

And ’midst their wretchedness, they dance and sing. 


O, why will preachers tell of future bliss, 
When earth can offer happiness like this! 
When pleasures so substantial, joys so great, 
Marriage can give, who in a single state 

Would drag along a weary, lingering life, 

And be without that needful ting, a wile? 
Why yon old Bach’lor, wither’d weak and cold, 
His trembling form some forty winters old ; 
Winters, I say, for summer’s smiling sky 

And genial sunshine saw and past him by, 
Well knowing summer’s sun could not impart 
One vital ray of feeling to his heart ; 
Stern winter’s melancholy blasts alone 

How/l’d round his breast, and froze his heart to stone. 


—— + 
POR THE BOSTON WEEKLY MAGAZINE, 


Rxtract from the introduction toa pocm entitled « Tar 
Parsxten,” by RB. Stevenson Coffin ; proposals for the pub- 
lication of which, together with several minor poems, 
have lately been issued in this town. 

Tuoven ne'er to me the sacred nine were known, 

Yet I've one muse, thank heav'’n ! that’s quite my own. 
I caught her young—unfledg’d was either wing, 

Nor knew she how to soa or how to sing; 
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Rut soon, with pe, SY she learnt to fiy, 

And sought acquaintance with her friends on high ; 
Till, lackless hour! and plac’d to pride’s account, 
She even soar’d mid-way Parnassus’ mount : 
When, growing weary of her useless flight, 

(And sure of such a task full well she might,) 

She paus’d awhile her pinions tir’d, to rest, 

And gaze on fields that ne'er her foot had prest 
When lo! behind a grizzly fiend arose, 

Black as the shades that round Tartarus close; 
The space between his peaked nose and chin 
Appear’d belike the yawning gulph of sin; 

His cheeks as parcliment pale, and eyes of lead, 
Might e’en affright the monarch of the dead. 

By slow degrees the dz non stole along, 

Just as my muse had well began her song, 

And stretching forth his skinny hand unseen, 

He grasp’d her wings his fingers strong between. 
* Now,” cried the fiend, “ vain fool, I hold the fast, 
Long have I sought thee—thou art mine at last ; 
I’ll crush thy pride, for both thy wings Pll clip, 
And teach thee long to dread my scorpion whip ; 
My touch shall freeze the life-stream of thy heart, 
Thine eves with horror from their sockets start ; 
Then will I hurl thee headlong back to earth, 

Pit subject there of ridicule and mirth. 

But first ’tis meet, ere yet from Me you go, 

That you my name and residence should know ; 
Then turn thine eyes—behold yon moss-rob’d cave ! 
Lo, there I dwell !—unfriended genius’ grave ; 
My name, and let it long thy beacon be, 

My name is grim, cadav’rous Poverrr.” 

He said, then straight his keen-edg’d scissors drew 
And clipt her pinions, “ saturate with dew ;” 
Loos’d his fell grasp, and with terrific frown, 

To earth the monster huri’d her headlong down. 


Perchance some critic sour will say *twas just, 

Such folly well deserv'd of fate the worst ; 

For ’twas as vain as if the owl should rise, 

And strive to gaze on heav’n with hood-wink’d eyes : 
Yet, critic sour, if any such there be, 

Thou canst not wish her worse than she does thee. 


But O, ye sons of Faust, ye candid few, 
My muse for sympathy looks up to you ; 
And though she cannot “ build the polish’d rhyme,% 
Or sing so sweet as bards of ancient time ; 
Though at her birth no star propitious shone, 
No god inspir’d or “ mark’d her for his own ;” 
Yet haply from some minstrel’s bow’r she stole 
An half-strung lyre, which long her pensive soul 
In soothing discord of sweet sounds, hath cheer’d 
Whene’er grim want or misery appear’d. 
Then, sons of Faustus, deign, O deign to hear 
The muse, who, while she holds your virtues dear, 
Obliterates your follies with a—rEan. 
et 5 
(SELECTED.) 
INSERTED BY REQUEST. 


FAREWELL, , 
Sax, my good friend, relate me why 
The tear-drop startles from thine eye? 
Oh, hush thy sigh, and I well tell 
A friendly meaning of Farewell. 
’Tis not a wish that you should be 
Consigned to want or misery. 
But "tis that plenty may afford 
Her dainties for your daily board, 
That calm content and peace refin’d, 
May be companions of your mind ; 
In fine, that well may be your fure, 
Till I again your pleasures share, 


© 


EPIGRAMS. 
Draw me; we will run after thee, because of the savour of 
thy good ointments. —Cantic.es, y. 3,4. 
Look not, my watch, being once repaired, to stand, 
Expecting motion from thy Maker’s hand; 
He’s wound thee up, and cleans’d thy clogs with blood ; 
If now thy wheels siand still, thou art not good. 


Oh wretched man that I am; who shall deliver me from 
the body of this death ?—Rom. vii. 24. 
What need that house be daub’d with flesh and blood ? 
Hung round with silks and gold? repaired with food ? 
Cost idly spent; that cost doth but prolong 
Thy thraldom ;—fool, thou mak’st thy jail too strong. 
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AMUSEMENT. 





BAD MEMORIES. 


A stage-coachman driving from Boston to Providence, 
a team consisting of four very elegant horses, which how- 
ever it was very necessary to discipline with the whip 
more frequently, than the humanity of a French passen- 
ger could silently endure, was accosted with—* monsicur, 
you have verv fine horses ;” “ yes, Sir,” replied the div 
er, “I consider them so.” But,” returned the French. 
man, “they have de poorest memories of any animals in 
de worid. 





REAL JEWS. 


Promenading the streets of Amsterdam, I was accosted 
by one of those travelling nuisances, which infest that 
city, under the habit of a Jew, who pressed me to pur- 
chase some of his ware. “Here is some very scharming 
shuelry,” said he, “vich you vant to carry to you vife.” 
“ No,” replied I, “I have no wife, nor do I wish for anv 
of your.jewels.” “ But surely, my dear Shur, you will 
buy dis very fine timond ring, it is but forty keek!2rs, 
[40 guilders—i6 dollars.] vich is very cheap inteed tor 
it.” Dat is vat I can shware to,” says another Ishmeal- 
ite, coming up at this moment, *I vould keeve tirty-nine 
to trade upon myself.’ “ But Ido not want it,” said [ 
with warmth—* leave me !”? “ But vat vill you keeve me 
for it ?” continued the former, seizing me by the coat as t 
was going—* twenty stivers,” [a stiver—a cent] I ans- 
wered to get rid of him. ‘ You shall have it,’ returned 
the Jew, and shaved me after all, 


MUNCHAUSEN OUTDONE! 


A Scotchman who was remarkable for his hyperbolical 
descriptions of his native country and its productions, 
was relating in company composed of some yankee wags, 
that it was usual to plant turnips in corn-fields in Scot- 
land, and that they met each other, as they were planted 
singly between the hills of corn. “ Oh,”’ said one of our 
New-England boys, “ that is nothing to what I have seen, 
for in the centre of a small piece of land of my father’s, 
of about half an acre, inclosed by a stone wall on every 
side, there was dropped by some accident a turnip-seed 
in the fall of the year, which sprouted and grew to such 
a size the following spring,‘as to overthrow the wall on 
four sides, and had the lot been circular instead of square, 
it would have prostrated every stone that surrounded it.” 

A sailor having a min: for a ride, and being unec- 
quainted with a horse’s rigging (as he termed it) was 
very busy in harnessing his nag, when he happened to 
place the saddle the contrary way. A person near him 
observed to him his mistake, when Jack looking stedfast- 
ly at him, and giving his quid a twist in his mouth, said, 
“how do you know which way I am going to ride ?” 











TU READERS AND CORRESPONDENTS, 

We regret that the “Thinker” was received too late for 
this paper. 

A Subscriber’s Poetical Communication shall appear 
next week. 

“ Berstry’s” Poetical Description of a “ husking frolic” 
is out of season.. We sympathize with Betsey in her de- 
testation of such unkindness as her dowwer was guilty of, 
and agree with her, that it deserves her contempt. We 
do not doubt it would be amusing tu our readers, if we 
inserted the whole of her communication, but we hope 4 
fair sample will satisfy them. 

* Then off the silver husks they toar, 
And strewed ’em meri/y round the fore.’ 
Several amusing and other articles are also received. 
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